there is no alleviation from the baking streets at night; sleep is
impossible, and they toss and turn all night long. Children lie naked
in the streets, waiting for the water trucks to come past and spray
them. Somebody will turn on a fire hydrant, and the children will
have an extra bathe, until the policeman on the beat comes along.
People go to the cinema, not so much to see Danny Kaye, as to feel
the violent chill of the air-conditioned movie-houses. Another cold
bath is drawn; even the ice-cream no longer tastes cool
With daylight saving, daylight dining begins. In Lewisohn
Stadium, thousands of workers gather in the evenings to witness
ballet, concert artists or symphony orchestra. The audience looks
up angrily when an aeroplane motor temporarily drowns out
Violetta's big first act aria.
All who can, drive out, or take subway, bus, train and ferry-boat,
as early in the day as possible, to bathe and lie in the sun. On the
road leading to Jones Beach the cars are jammed in a small jerking
progress. The girls from the five-and-ten-cent store, and the elevator
men call back and forth good-naturedly while waiting in the traffic
blocks, eating "hot-dogs" and drinking soft drinks from the wayside
stands. Amateur fishermen go out in small boats deep-sea fishing,
or stand at the end of breakwalls, throwing out their lines and
listening to the melancholy clanging of the buoy-bell. From the big
liners you see small craft studded solid with picnickers and their
fishing lines. On to mile-long beaches the sea tosses beer bottles and
orange peel; and on Sundays thousands of hikers climb along the
Palisades. Excursion boats of lovers go up the river to Bear Moun-
tain to the camps provided by the city, with dancing on board ship
to tinkling music.
Every Saturday and Sunday a minion people go to bathe at Coney
Island, reached by subway in half an hour. They stay until the
electric bulbs silhouette the minarets, domes and turrets, illumine
the skeletons of roller-coasters and the magnificent pleasure-palace
of George C. Tilyou (the Barnum of Coney Island), which with its
many columns and electrical splendour, resembles something from
the Pan-American exposition of 1900. The passengers on the Cyclone
rend the air with their concerted screams, so many muezzins calling
the azan. Centrifugal force spins pink sugar cotton on to a stick,
and in sheer abandon strangers take bites from the "cotton candy"
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